"Ah yes/' vsaid Johnny reminiscently, " 'America.'
I know that number too." And to my accompaniment he
began to sing unfamiliar words that had to do with the
scenery of the United States. I tried to drown out his
singing with the sax. All at once I began to feel very
peculiar.

* 'Let music swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees
Sweet freedom's song . . ."

thundered Johnny.

"S-Q-A-A-A-K," went the saxophone. It dropped
between my knees and I tumbled over it. Johnny gathered
me up and carried me into the bathroom, where I proceeded
to be thoroughly and embarrassingly sick.

He had the effrontery to look pleased with the whole
proceeding, and when he had helped me into my
9 bed and covered me up with all the blankets available the
wretch congratulated me on my fine performance. "You'll
wake up in the morning and never know you had a cold/
he assured me. "That's the way we do things at Harvard."

Maybe that drastic treatment works wonders on the
students at Harvard College. It failed with me. I was ill
and miserable all next day, though I managed to drag
myself through two performances. When the company
left for Toronto, I felt like something the cat had dragged
home, and whenever the manager looked at me there was a
little worried frown between his eyes. My voice was hoarser
than ever, and I was definitely lightheaded.

Toronto was Bea's home town and welcomed us with
open arms. The house was sold out right through our stay
there, and parties were scheduled for every night. I didn't